444                          MAIDEN CASTLE
Old Funky in a paroxysm of panic tottered backwards, tottered
in fact so blindly that he tripped up over the beast's head,
which had come to rest in a pool of water, and fell to the floor.
In falling, though luckily he was no heavy weight, he struck
the back of his head such a violent blow on the iron fender
that he lay stunned.
For a second Wizzie thought he was killed, and a queer
reaction came over her. Forgetting all about her ally, she knelt
down by the fallen man's side and set herself to examine his
hurt. As she bent over him, and pushed back his wig, which
was already bloodied into a new shade of red, she was no more
conscious of Uryen picking up his fallen fetish and hurrying
out into the passage than she was conscious of a lull in the
storm and the sound of a car in the road outside.
An emotion stranger than any she had ever had, or than she
was ever destined to have, flooded her being at the sight of
that white skull with the blood oozing from its wound. The
past swept over her with an overwhelming rush; and it came
into her mind that the last time she had touched that slippery
surface it was from the marks of her own nails that the blood
had come. Indescribable emotions welled up in her breast and
shivered through her. Kneeling there, over that blood-stained
skull, she reached the tragic level of mortal feeling, where
love and hate, blind savagery and infinite tenderness, melt
into something for which there is no name.
What she had suffered, in shock and pain and outrage, when
she yielded her maidenhood to this grotesque creature, seemed
to return upon her, and to return in quite a different way from
what she felt just now as she pressed her hot face against the
window, watching his fury at the door.
It returned softened, transformed, dissolved; no longer as
a brutal violation, but as something in which, with a wild
self-laceration, she could even exult!
And what she felt now as she pushed aside his repulsive wig
and examined his scalp-wound, was something that never for
one instant she had felt for her old D. How could a girl have
any human feelings, good or bad, for a person like D,, who if
you tickled him didn't laugh and if you pricked him didn't
bleed? How it all came back, that wild struggle in the caravan,
that had ended in giving her Lovie! And curiously enough
she now clearly remembered, as the dishevelled wig brought